Where deeds move more than words;

nor doth she show,

Nor much resist, nor needs he streighten so
His prey, for were she loose she would nor bark nor go.

He hath engag'd her; his she wholly bides;
Who not her own, none others' secrets hides.
If to the flock he come, and Abel there,
She feigns hoarse barkings, but she biteth not!
Her faith is quite, but not her love forgot.
At last a trap, of which some every where
Abel had plac'd, ends all his loss and fear
By the wolf's death; and now just time it was
That a quick Soul should give life to that mass
Of blood in Abel's bitch, and thither this did pass.

Some have their wives, their sisters some begot,
But in the lives of emp'rors you shall not
Read of a lust the which may equal this:
This wolf begot himself, and finished
What he began alive when he was dead.
Son to himself, and father too, he is
A riddling lust, for which schoolmen would miss
A proper name. The whelp of both these lay